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rough twigs against his mouth and cheeks did he turn his head
towards her. Any ordinary girl would have been disturbed by the
nature of the crazy sound he now made to express his feelings
and to summon his mate to enjoy Alder Dyke with him! It was
more like the whinnying of a wild horse than anything else and
yet it was not as loud as that; nor was it really an animal sound
any more than it was a human sound. It was the sort of sound
that this thick bed of alders itself might have emitted when tossed
and rocked and torn by some fierce buffetting of the March winds.
Instead of getting angry with him or thinking to herself "Who
is this man I have given myself to?" instead in fact of thinking
anything at all, Mary simply put down her basket, and ran
hastily to his side. Without a word she threw her arms round his
neck and pressed her lips against his cold leaf-smelling cheek.
An alder twig had chanced to scratch his skin and the girl tasted
now .the saltish taste of spilt blood. John's cap had been already
switched from his head by his dive into the mass of boughs, and
Mary instinctively snatched off her own hat. Thus they swayed
together for a minute like two wild ponies who in joy bite furi-
ously at each other's necks. Then, using all his strength, though
she was nearly as tall as he, he lifted her up and trampling for-
ward like a centaur with a human burden plunged headlong
deeper and deeper among those twisted branches.
When he reached the banks of the deep ditch itself he turned
towards its mouth, and after an angry and tender struggle to
keep the twigs from striking the girl's face, emerged trium-
phantly at a grassy open space where the Dyke ran into the
river. There lay the boat he was looking for, moored by a pad-
locked chain to a stake in the ground, its rudder embedded in
mud, its bottom full of dark rain-water. He put the girl down
and the two stood side by side staring into the boat.
"It . . . rather . . . wants . . . bailing," gasped Mary.
John was too much out of breath to make any comment but
he glanced at her with a furtive look, half shame, half pride,
and his lips twitched into a wry smile.
"I'll look," she cried, jumping into the boat "You stay where
you are for a while, John."
He saw her pass quickly to the stern, stepping from seat to